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squealed, "There's Mr, Stockton! Look,
Mamma—Iook, Carrle.”

‘“What a delightful surprise!” wsaid
Mrs. Ransom. “I'm so glad you got
nome [ time for the dance, Mr. Stock.
ton. We hear wonderful things of the
piay—il's qaite taken Chicago by storm,
hamn't 0™ B

K mumbled, Mrs, Runsom over-
wheimed him, He wns aw-

fully afraid of her, 8he was
an  cextremely good-looking
woman who saw no peason why her

dressmaiter and the other necessories Lo
her nppearance in publle shonld pay
any heed to her yoars., She was as fnir
an her dlonde daughter—the oue called
nath—and as smart as cither of them
An for tiiem, you might see a hundred
of them both alopg Fifth Avenue any
winter afternoon. They were just con-
ventionally pretty girls, turned oot of
the mold of finishing school and thea-
ires and country clubs and summer re-
It happened that that winter
they were being mildly artistie, bul
Stockton didn’t understand such things.
He only knew that they bored him to
cxtinetion, and that he was always, for
sons, dining with them

HOris,

nmvaterious reg
or sitting in A box next to one of thed
at thie theatre, or balancing a teacup it
their house.

Do stay and help us, Mr. Stoviiton!™
Mrs. Bansom begged. “We have to
meet my poor little niece—she’s come
all the way from California alone, to
with u4, The poor child ia prob-
rrightened to death—and it's so
hard to meet people when you don't
know what they look like.

“Now, Stockton had a memnory like
some bureau deawers, It held all sorts
ofthings, Sometimes you can pat your
hand into one of thosae frightfnlly messy
drawers and bring out the very thing
von want; sometlmes you can search
(or an hour, for something you know is
there, and cempty the drawer out on
e foor twice over and still uot find
it. This time-

“Oh

o,

slay

“ably

1 know your ntece!™ sald Stock-
noticing the mingling of
and indignation with whiel

He turnad

naver
amaremont
his sintement wan recefved
“Ifere she comes now!" _]n'
“Aawfully

Leond
ald trinmphantly charof
you'll like her,

1Te benmed ns the young woman who

ng girl

had  rescued hls gepond act eame
through the gl

“Tlere are your people’ ho xald. He
waved lilk hand toward Mrs, Ransom
and her daunghters. *'Odd, my knowing
them, isn't it? Well—I've got lo hurry

Tots of things to do -lots. TN

"

along
sO¢ you ngiln, of course

e might have been able to interpret
Mia, gracting of
Ner not. The
wus his

tansom's reserved
And he
thing thut prepccupied him
He seélzed it and

nieee might

chianee 1o gel awnay
departed

He declded, 1tteon minutos luter, that
appreciated the
comfort of his rooms, They were ex-
cellent in which could
searcely hear the elevated at wll, un-
lcss you made a point of listening
When he gave a ten, as he had, once
up twice, been chivied into doing by fe-

e lind never before

ronims, you

male relatives, stronz women hroke
down amd wept at the contemplationof
Iat he llked
weere s rooms; he was used to tham
He linow all th
Morris chalr: it wasn't the chair's fault
it people didn't undersand (s
workings sat down abraptly and jand-
ed on the floor, ASs for the wall-paper.
the things his Aunt Jane had sald had
veen entirely called for. They had

willing to repaper the place the

s misery, them. “They

nhout tricks of h's

who

been
Inst time he had rencewed bis lease, but
e had refusad to have it done
He bathed for
time since Frobert had lured him
the stark lusiry of Midwestern hotels

flrst

mnto

in confort e

iter, in o dressingsgowno he had long

eld In esteem, but wliteh & fulse
shoame bad prevented him from taking
on s trip, he weut back to the new

Fle Viked this new play Lette al
thio time: 11 wns  growing and Lk

] ke n hiving thing
Mhetied W uisout 8

niglit; he deeided, in

Curious pina
o'uloek  than
shrme surprise, a

for
comnectied with 1the fis

i vonsidering them n time, thut

might iw

L] 5

that he badn't eaten anything sinoe hin
tarly breakfast on the traln.

OME TIME the next moralng,
when he was diciating. to his
stemographer the description of
his herolne, he wstopped and

frownéd. He remembered, suddenly,
and with a good deal of annoyanoce,
what it was he had wanted to ask the
girl on the train, Her name, of course!
He might need to see her again, Hhe
was, in a senss, his colisborator. Then

he brightensd, Of course' Hhe was

Alrs. Mansom's niece.
“Oh, damn it!" he aald explosively,
i+ stenographsr who had dons his

by the coaversatlon of two or three
chape be had run across at the club,
He wus In an oxpansive mood; he was
disposed to thimk life and the world
bad marit, It was true that he never
bad enjoyed a function like this dance,
but after all, people did enjoy them,
and this might bs ths night for him to
find the key and unlock the gates of a
now readm of pleasure, Bosides, therae
was something he wanted to mxk that
girl; hs wanted to be sure about the
way Helen, in his play, wan to astab-
lish a telephone connection with the
benighted ldiot of a hero without fel-
ting him know she was reaponsible,
Mra. Runsom and her doughters were

A GIRL MORE FA-?:CINATING THAN ANY HE EVER KNEW DANCED
INTO THE ACTION,

winrk for some years, smiled tolerantiy

He could re-establish relations with
the girl of the train through the Ran-
soma. But that Involved going there.
speciflically, it seeamed to Involve keep-
ing his promise about the dance that
night. He had had some vagus idea of
getting rid of the Ransoms by methods
hie had previously foumd serviceable.
If your conduct wuas sufMiciently out-
rajgeous, he had found, people dropped
you, sooner or later. Promising to go
to this masguerade, and then slaylog
away, without offering any excuse, had
struck him as being likely (o achieve

this end. Wall—-another time
“"What can 1 wear 1o a coslume
laaee, Misn Burke?' be asked hbis

stenographer,
YA domino,” she said at once, know-
ng the mwan. “"You wouldn't take the
trouble to wear anything elae.  1'1l tele-
and have st around
Where's the dance?”
“Oh, up at that place

plione ane

wiere wll the

artists |ive, near Ceniral Park,” he
=ald, "Big studios, you Kkoow-—bal-
conles, ecasels —all  that  sart  of
thing"’ -

e waved his hands
“I'"Il arrange abont a laxi as
citt,” snld Mias

‘About 9 o'clock?”

I g
burke cheerfully
Y1 suppose 80 he

ihing to have ta do

said “"Rotten
Where were we ™
Y 6 o'clock, as a matter of fuct,
Stockton was quite resigned to
golng 1« e had
done & thundering good day's
was haalthily tired; he had
remarkably good dinner, sploed

the dance

worsg; he

taking no chances. They were walting
for him when he was announceld, Pe-
ing announced, In the confusion of ar-
riving Pierrots and Theda Baras in the
lobipy, was no s!mpie matter,
“Mra. Ransom says they'll he
down" he was iuld and thoy were
“So glad to seer vou!" sald Mra, Ran
som—who was Semiramls, or some such
lady, for the evening, “I'ha blonde Ruth
was attired ns v Dutel givl

right

her bru-

notle aister was o Columbine. 1t was
remarkable, Htockion reflectod, the
way those mirls pan to form! He
scowled,  Who aas the niece?

Ha had been fed (o the floor, and 1o
the box Mrs
fore he mannged to ask the question,

"My nlgea?" sald Mra. Ransom, look-
ng pursied. "Oh, Murgnret! Why,
sha's slaying upstans. Of colrse—the
poor ghild And alter ul|
it woulde'l be vary suilable,
sad"—

Bansom had taken, Le-

0o costume

' very

Stockton agresd with the last remark,
al least, It was sad. But he was
hugaly mystified Why was it sad?
They talked nbou! the girl as (f she
wore deformed or somethilug. He won
derad if she had bow lega or koook
knees. But then he looked nround and
gaw that thore were Indies there whose
sitirts reaohad ther ankiea Some o
ilos—

1le uahappily, omngce with
Tuth, omee with Carrle. Then he
danced with a stray young woman to
whom Mrs, Ransom (ntroduced him -
by way of showing, perhaps, that abe
wasn't afrald of having him leave the
resorvation. Her judgment was good.

Aanced

The girl made him long for Ralh &
Carrle, or even for both. He realissd

that It was a dreadful thing to feal 85

about any woman, but he conidn't Lielp
it.

He never knew just how he managed
it, But somehow he got out into the
lobby, He slipped Into an elovator, He
got out at the fifth foor. He mog the
‘bell of Mre, Ransom's luxurious studlo
npartment—Iit bas been mentloned,
hasn't It, that Carrle and Ruth were by
way of being artistic that winter?

If a mald bad answered his ring, he
wouldn't bave koown what to do, He
would probably have asked for Mea,
Ransom, and beca sent downstalrs to
find her. However, oo mald camo. No
one came. The sllence of the grave re-
warded even his second touching of the
bell. Instinotively ho tried the hundle
of the door. It turned, and the door
opened. He weont In, rather scared, and
on to the great living room with Its
huge studio windows

The room was very dark; the only
light came from a heavily -wulml floor
lamp in one corner. Hut there wan a
sound, o sound of muffled sobbing,
Stockton was appalled. e trembled as
e waw o girl, his girl of the teain
thrown ppon a couch, her &koulders
shaking pititully.

“Oh, Lord!"” he said to himsell,
my Lord!"

She hadn't heard him—-baduo't heard
the bell, elther, obviously. Her grief
was too violent, He didn't knofy what
to do. Back out? 1t was the sensible
thing, But he couldn't, e was toe
profoundly touched, too sorry for her.
o could see It all, What a benst Mes
Ransom was! Something drew him
uerosa the room, over to that pathetie
fgure on Lhe couch.

"Oh,

“Mins—Miss Margnret” he sindde

“O-go awny" shiw begged In &
muffled voice, stlil shaking s

He Jeaned over and laid hie hand
géntly on her shoulder,

“Pleass’” - e sal, Lk U=
speak to me-—don™t ory s s all
right,”

She sut up abragtly

“Ueg-ory!” she  gusped “U'm not
c-erying —LI'm l-loughing! V'm J-bav-
ing  h-hys-hynterica! | never hnew
anything so  (u-fu-funny In all my
life!™

He drew bk, aghast, And bt shook
s head. Well, he'd nevor gono nroung
saying he undemstood womei, Muywny.
He knew ho didn't, He stared st her,
and she shiricked, and bid her fove onee
moro, fprithled

But alter n moment ahe

hersel! together a little
“I'm

mrry ' she

Baid “But  yon
don’t know—you don't  Kiow! My
Stockton—ol, U've got to 1ell you! 've

gol to tell some one, or ' baesr,  If
you hudn't gome I'd have gune ot and
told o policeman!™

Htockton

remenrbered. that  all the

authovities agroed that you had to

lumor them,
“You sce- P'm Cinders!ln!™ sie s,
“Um left here ot bome while they ali

g0 to the balllt

“1 kKouw! lie  sald indignuntly.
“That's why 1 ghine 1% o dumned
shuwmne!*

Ouce moie gales of luughter ssopt
her, But in o momont shy giew kebei.

“"You've & dear, she smid. ‘4'm Jjumnt
as grateful un 1t Oh, wit down aod
listen, Mr. Stockton!  You've got
hear it!"

He sut down, vasuy bewilderced, but
beginniog to perceive that griel pluyed
ne part in this young woman's hyeteri-
oul conditiun,  After all, the mao did
write plays; he wasn't enticedy blind

“You see, I told you oo the train, I
was comjog to visit my auot pod my
cousing,'’ she sald. ““Well-—you
them! 1 didn't! 1 bada't seen them
sinoe I wan six. They never liked my
mother she marrvied Dud, And
they dida't ke him pecause he was i
visionary dacliing who coulde't muke
ey, They Lhought mea who didn'g
make more mooey each yoar than (e ¥y
hind the year oefore
able,
nin (0 dive they all dropped un
Itansom I8 mother's sister

“My mother died when [ was ten, nud
after that [ just lived all wround with
Dad, Wa want to Japan onec— he »an
golng to make a fortune out there, ifut

oo w

nfte;

wersa't reapects
So aftar wo went ont to Onl'for.
Mia
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